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Anna—"Annie," as she was called—was five years old when
Grandfather Henry McCloskey gathered up his family and
again migrated,6 this time to California.* After establishing
them in ample comfort in San Francisco, he returned to Aus-
tralia to build a railroad. But he never completed this work; he
contracted a fever and died. His daughter, Annie's mother,
died soon after her separation from Major Fox. The cause of
her death was given as consumption; her family believed it
was a malady infinitely more complex—a broken heart in grief
at the irrevocable parting with her soldier husband.
Mrs. McCloskey, now the matriarch of the family, reared the
two children in comfort in San Francisco. She had three hob-
bies, or fads—fine china, fine shawls, and fine begonias, Once in
the flower market for which the city was famous, she spotted
an unusual begonia. "How much is that?" she asked. She was
dressed simply, except for one of her rare shawls, and the mer-
chant appraised her quickly and answered, "Oh, you couldn't
afford to buy that plant."
Mrs. McCloskey was incensed. She replied instantly, and
with an imperious gesture, "Send the begonia to my home!"
When it arrived she found to her dismay that the little
flower had cost her eighteen dollars.
The McCloskeys lived in a house which had been brought in
sections from Australia. The family in San Francisco also in-
cluded a son, Matthew McCloskey, and Joseph Flintoff and
his wife, a second daughter of Mrs. McCloskey. The two men
affected the manners of the wealthy Spanish ranchers in the
California of the 1850's and 1860's, sporting high, shiny riding
boots, silver spurs, and large sombreros of the finest felt. Mat-
thew McCloskey owned and developed real estate in the sec-
tion of San Francisco known as "Happy Valley."
* There is a family tale, told me by my mother, to the effect that on this trip
the vessel ran into a hurricane. The crew believed themselves lost and worked
in an agony of terror to save their lives. The captain, learning somehow that
Annie Fox had been born with a caul over her face, lashed the child to a mast
in the open weather. There she stood, a five-year-old baby, on the heaving deck,
drenched with sea water and haggard with the wind, while the crew filed past
and gently laid their hands on her. No person born with a caul could be drowned
at sea.
She never forgot this episode. I believe in some way it may have given her
a sense of strength and protective force. Time and again her husband and her
husband's friends turned to her in moments of extreme crises for reassurance,
for the talisman touch that would prevent their being swept away.—Agnes de
Mille

